SAND   AND   FOAM

All our words are but crumbs that fall down
from the feast of the mind.

*

Thinking is always the stumbling stone to
poetry.

*

A great singer is he who sings our silences.
*

How can you sing if your mouth be filled
with food?

How shall your hand be raised in blessing
if it is filled with gold?

*

They say the nightingale pierces his bosom
with a thorn when he sings a love song.
So do we alL How else should we sing?
*

Genius is but a robin's song at the beginning
of a slow spring.

*

Even the most winged spirit cannot escape
physical necessity.

*
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